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YOU CAN'T PLAY 

FIENDS IN THIS 
GAME // 





TOURISTS FROM THE U.S. MAINLAND HAVE 
BEGUN FLOCKING TO THIS TROPICAL 
PARADISE FOR THE WINTERS. 



























































OTHERS HAVE 
BEEN NISITING 
SINCE NEOLITHIC 
TIMES, 
THE OYSTERS 


FOUND HERE ARE 
ENORMOUS, 
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2U6-A-DUB -0UB, 
THREE MEN IN ATUB. 
DISCOVERED A HARBOR 
AND GOWED FOR THE HUB. 








ONE OF THE CLUB, 
WHO'S ALWAYS A FLUG, 





aa) STENES IN AHUBBUB 
H AND RICK'S FEELING SNUBBED, 
‘TIL A MUTT FINDS THE BAG 


AND SCARFES UP AL'S SUB. 





THEY SEARCH FOR APUG, | 

BUT THE MISSION GETS SCRUBEED, 

“CAUSE THEIR CAR STARTS TO LEAK 
aA LIKE VEINS DRIPPING BLOOD, 
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THE MOTOR'S GONE BLUB. 
OU, DAMNED BEELZEBUB! 
THE ART'S IN THE RADIATOR, 
AIN'T THAT A ZUB! 
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COMING | 
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NAH. THAT LINE 
OF TREES WILL 
S$T0P THEM! 
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DON'T WORRY-- OUR PILOTS 
STEAR IN TANDEM! 


WHEW! THEY 
GOT US DOWN 
JUST IN TIME! Zi 
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QO SECTIONED, 
WE'RE LEFT 
STRANDED! 


OH MAN-- | 
4 THESE TUNNELS 
ARE A TIP/ 
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THE WINGTIPS BARELY 
CLEAR THE SIDES! 





wilt REMINDS ME 
OF A SCHOOLYARD 
IN MY HOME 
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YEAH--SO1 THINK MAYBE 
WE CAN ACTUALLY (INHABIT 
PAST MOMENTS OF OURLIVES 
To EXPERIENCE NEW LEVELS 
OF MEANING... 
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THE GZOTHER MOST VAIN, 
(AND A ZOARING OLD PAIN) 

| GOT THEIR GREEN STUDEBAVER 
STEERING AGAIN. 
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LIKE A MONSTEROUS ZEPTILE 


A FORM NAS ATTAINED 
THAT WALKEO THE TERRAIN 
WITHOUT ANY BRAIN/ 
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HE'S GOTAN INTELLIGENT 
HALFTRACL..,, ASSISTANT IN THE BUSINESS/ 
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DIRECTED BY INTERNATIONALLY ACCLAIMED 


u WITH A SPECIAL GUEST- APPEARANCE 
GENIUS, AKIRA KUROSAWA... 


BY GERT FROGE! 
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A COLO- WAR 
FEINT.WE WISH 
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TO THINK 
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“| OECLARING "NUFF SA10!", 
THE CHIEF CHUCKLE-HEAD 
Mac) DISCOVERED THE ICE CREAM 
¥ ON WHICH THEY ALL FED. 
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A NET WAS OUTSPREAD, 4 

ON A CROWD UP AHEAD, Re 
IT JAMMED THEM SO TIGHT, 

| “TWAS 4 RECORD THEY SAID, 








( THE PEOPLE ALL BLED 
AS THEY HUNG OVERHEAD 
THEN TURNED TO SWEET JELLY, 
AND OFF THE NET SPED/ 








eS NS 














0 eee. Aes 
"TA oMusemenr 1 
par“ dj 
ecstasy. |i 

wk apt 

a age 





| EXORCISM, 





















































ANOTHER ES TTT \ 6 1 OIONT KNOW 
CONVENTION. | 4 | : DAVE HAD AN 
§ Le ART EXHIBIT 
CO <Y ‘\ 6 
i of ae >) SHOW... 
s / ‘ 
A f : Pw i 

f a) 




















Z, 
Z hy : 
Md. Lye) 


I 
I yf 


Gy \ 
Z 


= a 
U4 


IN 





Y Ive Got FLAMES SE 
SHOOTING OUT MY z 
TAILPIPE! - 


CUTAWAY 
view 
OF THE 


PRESSURE 
BUILOS 


(NNE@ SOLE 
CONSTRUCTED 
FZOM COLO 
ELATTENEO 
FOOTWEAR... 


PRESSURE : ; # ‘ ws LANEREO 
ESCAPES wo WITH RECYCLED 
HERE. j RUBBER PADS, 





OW, AI!) THINK 

You SPOKE WITH 

MY BROTHER MIVE 
YESTERDAY... 2 


TUS 1$ GEORGE, 
STEPHANOPOLIS. I'M 
CALLING FZOM THE 
WHITE HOUSE! 








LISTEN, RICK... WE'VE GOTA FEW DETAILS 

TO NAILDOWN FOR THE PRESIOENT'S = / 
CAMPAIGN APPEARANCE AT YOUR 

} WOUSE TOMORROW, 
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SECRET SERVICE 
WILL BE COMING 
KG VEUTEY IN TO PLANT A 
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IN YOUR 
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BUTWHAT THIS > 
SPOT REALLY NEEOS 

IGA MONKEY! 
9O YOU HAVE ACCESS TO, 
O@ KNOW ANYONE (N YOUR]: 
VICINITY WHO MIGHT HAVE. 
A SMALL MONKEY OR 

CHIMPANZEE... ? 
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COMING AROUND 
THE CORNER-- 
TINY TWISTER. 








POLLY WOG-WOG 
TUZEE MEN ON A JOG, 
ON 4 BLUSTERY DAY, 
INA BLANKET OF FOG, 
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THEY BLEATED LIKE HOGS, 
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CAUSE THEY FELT THEY WERE TREATED 
LIKE DIRTY OLD 00GS, 








[| THEY LAY DOWN LIKE LOGS, 
BUT 500N THEY GOT SOGGED, 
FOR THE MANICUZEOD LAWNS 
WERE AS WET AS A BOG. 























THEY LEAPED UP LIKE FROGS, 

TO ORV OUT THEIR TOGS, 

GUT THE WIND STOLE THEIR Por¥-PiES, /— 
AND SHOWED THEIR BALD NOGS/ ae 
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NOT TOO BAO -- IVE BEEN ABLE 

TO GET THINGS PRETTY WELL 

ORGANIZED SINCE WE MOVED 
TO THE PLAYGROUND! 
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<. THE OFFICE... 


THIS 15 THE FAX , p FAX PareR-- 
MACHINE -- 1? ONLY CHANCE! 


THANK GOO 
(TS HOLOING 
MY WEIGAT! 


LOOK--\SN'T THAT 
DAVE SIMOVER THERE? Jad 


I THINK HE'S 
REALLY SERIOUS 
ABOUT THIS 


YEAH-- CHUCKLE-- 1 HEAR 
HE MET A VERY ATTRACTIVE 
EUZOPEAN CARTOONIST AND 
SHE'S EVEN INTERESTED 
IN SELF- PUBLISHING / 





me 
BEAUTIFUL! 
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Good mornin'! It's late April 
here in the hills of old Vermont, 
the sun is out, temperatures are 
finally climbing, and the snow- 
melt has charged the rivers and 
streams with a wild musical ur- 
gency. The air is fragrant, heav- 
ily scented with the awakening 
forest, and | couldn't be more 
relaxed as | sit here on the back 
stoop of the mighty KING HELL 
corporate offices {a pee-green, 
one room hunting camp, 
perched on sagging cinder- 
blocks) writing these words of 
introduction. 


But all is not bucolic sweetness 
and light. Way in the back part 
of my brainpan, a memory is 
stirring. It tingles, half felt, half 
forgotten. Something went on 
here last night. Something that 
happened to me in a dream. 


| remember now. The place was 
under siege by a large gang of 
obnoxious party dudes. They 
pushed their way into the camp, 
opening drawers, screwing 
around with my stuff, tossing my 
artwork on, the floor and being 
completely obnoxious. The an- 
ger and frustration | felt as | 
vainly tried to get them to leave 
was quite real, even overpow- 
ering. At one point | had a 
seedy drunkard by the collar, 
my fist was cocked and, in my 
rage, | was screaming about 
smashing him in the face. In- 
stead, my arm moved back and 
forth, touching his forehead as if 
some kind of energy transfer 
was taking place. 


The contrast between the trials 
and travails that my hyper- 
aggravated dream-self was en- 
during last night and the laid 
back contentment I'm enjoying 
now as | loll in the warm sun 
here in the 'real' world, couldn't 
be greater. And wouldn't it be 
so easy to focus on this exquisite 


spring day and just dismiss the 
tension left over from my dream 
anyway? Dreams are chaotic 
nonsense, right? 


| don't think so. Through many 
years of dreamwork | have 
learned the value of grasping 
the dream, to heft it's emotional 
weight and examine the many 
details engraved on its multi- 
faceted story structure. | will car- 
ry itaround for days, or weeks, 
or months, or years, and let the 
fingers of my mind poke and 
prod at it during odd moments 
of reflection. Like any good 
puzzle or mystery, the process 
of understanding is half the fun, 
but the end result, |_ know, will 
leave me feeling much more 
...complete. 


Welcome to RARE BIT 
FIENDS. !'m Roarin' Rick and 
this is a comic book written by 
my unconscious sleeping mind 
and drawn by my waking self. 
If you are at all plugged into the 
comics scene, you've probably 
seen my stuff in any number of 
the superhero, fantasy and hor- 
ror titles that sprouted like so 
much acne on the face of a 
teenager with a junk food diet 
during the last decade. If you 
somehow missed the comics ex- 
plosion, let me explain that I'm 
a fairly well know professional 
cartoonist and that | began 
drawing my own comic books 
at the age of six. It was also 


SPICY RAREBIT 

1 ths. butter 

1 Ib. cheddar cheese, diced 
1 ths. chili sauce 

1 tsp. Tabasco sauce 


WEST TOWNSHEND VT 05359 - 


at this tender time, | began ex- 
periencing a series of recurring 
nightmares that served to scare 
the devil dogs out of me and 
rivet my attention squarely on 
my dreams. 


I'm not sure when | began toying 
with the idea of doing a dream 
comic but since dreaming and 
comics were such an integral 
and organic part of my life it 
could have been at an early 
age. I'm certain | was thinking 
about it in high school. Unfor- 
tunately | allowed my lack of 
technical skills to stop me for 
many years. While there were 
some well known precedents for 
what | wanted to attempt, going 
back to the very birth of comics 
in America, these had been ac- 
complished by such brilliant 
geniuses as Winsor McCay, 
Moebius, Jim Woodring 
and others, whose mastery of 
pen and ink skills left me feeling 
wholly inadequate for the job! 
It was too easy for me to put this 
project off until | could draw as 
good as those guys (which ef. 
fectively meant putting it off for- 
ever!). 


Then, along came the 24 
HOUR COMIC challenge 
thrown down by Scott 
McCloud [if you haven't al- 
ready read his seminal and 
groundbreaking 'UNDER- 
STANDING COMICS' then 
get thee to a bookstore or library 


1/2 tsp. mustard 
salt and pepper to taste 
6 or 7 ths. ale 


Melt butter in a heavy saucepan or chafing dish over low 
heat. Slowly add cheese and stir until melted. Blend in chili 
sauce, Tabasco, mustard and seasonings. Add ale, litle by 
little. Cook, stirring constantly, until mixture is thickened and 
smooth. Serve in chafing dish or fondue pot with French 
bread for dipping, or spoon over toast. Makes 4 servings. 


and be illuminated!). Scott's 
theory was that our whole gen- 
eration of cartoonists had be- 
come so focused on improving 
the level of quality in comics, we 
were all in danger of becoming 
solidified in our thinking and 
approach. His challenge was to 
write and draw a 24 page 
comic in 24 hours as a way of 
exercising the imagination and 
exorcising the demons of en- 
trapment our own dedication 
and success had created around 
us. Scott, Steve Bissette, 
Dave Sim, and Kevin East- 
mann all did one and came 
back sounding downright evan- 
gelical about the experience. 


On the spur of a moment | de- 
cided | would join in as well, 
and, for want of any clearly fo- 
cused idea, said I'd trya dream 
diary as my subject matter. That 
day | bought a small black 
sketchbook, a notepad and a 
handful of Uni-Ball markers. | 
put the pad on my night table 
and when | awoke the next 
morning jotted a few notes 
about my dreams. Later in the 
day, during a lull in the deadline 
action, I'd take ten minutes to 
review the notes (all that was 
needed to recall most dreams) 
and create a strip with no ad- 
vance planning or pencilling. 
Within a week, | was hooked. 
Within a month | had forty pag- 
es done and knew | had a tiger 
by the tail (or vice versa). | 
ended up doing three 24 hour 
RARE BIT FIENDS comics 
comprising a hundred and 
twenty strips which | published 
as Christmas present ashcans 
for my friends and professional 
acquaintances. (Some of this 
stuff appeared in the back of 
my superhero book, THE 
MAXIMORTAAL, the rest will be 
run as back-ups and spot illos 
here in LITTLE OMENS. Even 
though the drawings were crude 
and ‘unprofessional’ the feed 
back | received from those who 
read the ashcans was so strong 
and positive it acted as a confir- 
mation of sorts for something I'd 


felt for many years: Dreams 
and comics go together like 
peanut butter and jelly. 


Now, of all the strange dichoto- 
mies life has presented us with, 
in this day and age dreaming 
has got to be the most neglected 
and misunderstood. Science 
has done its best to take a 
deeply personal, highly creative 
universal psychic phenomena 
and quantified it into a complex 
gobbledegook that requires the 
services of a 'doctor' to under- 
stand. Even more tragically, tel- 
evision programming might ac- 
tually be replacing the dream 
function in a large percentage 
of the world's population. Few 
make the attempt anymore to 
decipher the poetically charged 
symbolism that dreams naturally 
speak, much less grapple with 
the multi-dimensional aspects of 
being one can uncover there. 


If you sit and break bread with 
people who DO pay attention to 
their dreams, you'll often hear 
talk of enrichment, fulfillment, 
direction and a lot of the other 
qualitative elements so conspic- 
uously absent in what passes for 
modern life. More intriguing 
are the tales of clairvoyance, 
precognition, outofbody expe- 
riences and lucid dreaming that 
some report. To do serious 
dreamwork is to face the very 
same unconscious creative 
source and organizing _ princi- 
ple that inspired early hominids 
to see tools and weapons in the 
sticks and rocks beneath their 
feet. Inexplicably, it knows your 
full potential not only as an indi- 
vidual but also as part of the 
majestic movement of life 
through time and space and be- 
yond. It is available, and will 
give guidance and direction to 
any who merely pay attention to 
and remember their dreams and 
then contemplate the possibili- 
ties encoded in their mysterious 
and _ entertaining truths. 


| suggest we all try to explore 
these unknown landscapes with- 
in ourselves here in RARE BIT 


FIENDS. |'ll be doing my part 
in the front of the book providing 
a month's worth of my mind mo- 
vies in comic book form [I'll nev- 
er be a McCay or Moebius, but 
I'll be giving it the best my abili- 
ties allow), guest artists will be 
strutting their psycho-stuff in the 
back (that's Dave Sim, bull 
fruit creator of CEREBUS kick- 
ing off CELEBRITY RARE BITS 
in this issue. Next month we've 
got the cutest little dream you've 
ever seen from Neil Gaiman, 
who has somehow found the 
time to sleep between writing all 
the best mainstream comics over 
the last couple of years. Steve 
Bissette, who's monstrous 
magnum opus, TYRANT, will 
be tearing up the scenery this 
fall, weighs in with a postcard 
from the very edge too). 


But most importantly, YOU are 
invited to be part of the action 
here in the column inches of 
LITTLE OMENS. If you've got 
dreams to share, theories to es- 
pouse, enigmas to contemplate, 
techniques to try, or even any 
recipes for Welsh Rare Bit, send 
‘em in! Analysis of my dreams 
is considered fair game too! 
let's turn LITTLE OMENS into 
a real forum for ongoing dream 
debates and see if we can't be- 
gin to give shape and form to 
this collective experience we 
call dreaming. 


A note to frustrated cartoonists 
trying to break into mainstream 
comics: PLEASE DON'T 
SEND ME YOUR SUPERHE- 
RO SAMPLES! | know what a 
drag it is trying to get your first 
gig but | can't help you in any 
way. | honestly don't have time 
to reply or even return pread- 
dressed cards. I'm one person 
self publishing a monthly comic 
and there ain't enough hours in 
the day as itis. | suggest you try 
drawing a SHORT strip about 
one of your dreams and send- 
ing me a COPY of it (not the 
original) for inclusion here in 
LITTLE OMENS. You won't 
make any money but you might 
get in print. 


Let's jump start things with some 
of the extremely interesting let. 
ters and drawings that came in 
response to the original 24 
HOUR RARE BIT FIENDS 
and those sections that ran in the 
back of the MAXIMORTAL. | 
hope you find them inspiring! 


Charles G. Lauder Jr. 

San Diego, CA 

Dear Rick Veitch, 

Despite all the books-or rather 
"dictionaries"-on the subject, 
I've come to realize that dreams 
are truly personal. Certainly the 
Jungian and Freudian schools of 
symbolism carry some weight in 
validity, but only to the extent 
that we accept the archetypical 
and pistol-penis connections into 
our systems. When | moved be- 
yond the limits of these interpre- 
tations, however, | discovered 
all new levels of dreaming, par- 
ticularly when | traveled a dream 
vortex, viewed past lives, had 
conversations with spirits, or was 
given a clue of things to come. 

| know, having reread these ex- 
periences over and over and 
then stepping back away from 
them, | know it'll sound pretty 
crackpotish, like a new age 
chaser lost in the cosmos-such 
can be the cynical voice, the first 
to speak up. But all of these 
dream experiences occurred 
and what still holds my fascina- 
tion is my lack of answers. 


| began recording my dreams in 
high school at the same time | 
started to keep a journal-mainly 
the ones that stayed fresh in my 
mind when | woke up-which 
eventually evolved intoa dream 
journal over the years. About 
three years ago my dreams took 
aturn into the mystical-if dreams 
aren't already so by their es- 
sence alone-when one night | 
was introduced to a "blue 
deva". Devas, as | have discov- 
ered, are nature spirits, promi- 
nent in British folklore, synony- 
mous to faeries and angels (in 
the books | have read since then, 
I have yet to find the significance 
of the color). From that point, my 


dreams become a source of in- 
formation for aiding me in my 
life without any asking or fore- 
knowledge on my part. For ex- 
ample, in one dream, | said the 
word "chamomile", which 
turned out to be an herb that 
heals the stomach and intestines, 
which had been giving me some 
trouble at the time. I've been 
taking the herb ever since, either 
as atea or ina capsule, and I've 
felt a lot better. These bits of info 
mainly come to me in the dream 
as pieces of mail or by phone, 
but as for the sender? Something 
from an ethereal dimension? 
High consciousness? | don't 
know, but obviously something 
is watching out for me. 


Later, | came across an article 
written by a Native American 
on traveling the dream vortex, 
where one crosses over to a 
spiritual plane, a higher dimen- 
sion, and the steps one takes to 
building a dream altar. The 
process also included creating 
a_ pillow of herbs to help you 
dream and carry you to the oth- 
er side. When compared to the 
Buddhist view of the dream uni- 
verse-which they feel is com- 
posed to seven levels, | believe- 
the Native American's spiritual 
world is much like their fourth 
level, the level of collective con- 
sciousness. The process works 
like so: train yourself to become 
awake in your dreams, to be |u- 
cid (one way, via the words of 
Carlos Castaneda, is to tell 
yourself before you go to sleep 
that when you see your hands, 
you'll know your dreaming). 
When you realize your in a 
dream, look for the reflective 
surface-a mirror, a window, a 
body of water-and concentrate 
on your reflection, which for me 
has either been historically 
dressed people or an old, old, 
old, ancient man. Then project 
yourself into the reflection, stare 
back out at yourself, and a vor- 
tex will suddenly open up above 
you. | know this sounds weird 
and fantastical, but stay with 
me. I've done this several times, 
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but I've only breached the other 
side twice. As you "move up", 
you feel your body being either 
compressed by a_ powerful g- 
force, or maybe like undergoing 
an epileptic fit, and when you 
cross over, an electric shock 
moves through your body, both 
dream and physical. 


When | was finally able to sur- 
vive this, | found myself sur- 
rounded by dazzling colorful 
lights, followed by scenes of my 
life that flipped before me like 
falling dominoes. But then the 
scenes became scenes of other 
people's lives, and | felt | had 
become part of the collective 
conscious web, at the core of 
everyone's communications. 
Was | at the center of my soul? 
My wife, Nicky, woke up to me 
shouting, "Oh my God! Oh my 
God!", over and over again as 
the sensations were just too 
much. Prying myself free was 
like trying to remove an ancient 
bone entrenched deep within a 
La Brea tar pit. I've repeated the 
experience since then, and 
again, found it very draining 
and overwhelming, but still en- 
lightening. 


| go through periods where | 
leave paper and pen by my bed 
each night and write down the 
dream immediately when | 
wake. However, sometimes | 
can't read my own fuckin’ writ 


ing or | don't feel fully rested 
‘cause | haven't given myself a 
solid 8-hour sleep. Too much 
lucidity in several dreams ina 
row has the same effect. So, I've 
learned to give myself a few 
months break now and then. 


Another recent trend in my 
dreams has been groupings of 
past lives, where several dreams 
in a row will concentrate on a 
historical time period, and only 
through piecing together the 
dream fragments can | come 
close to. a complete picture or 
guess as to why I'm being shown 
these events: one was spending 
the first two decades of this cen- 
tury as a struggling woman car- 
toonist whose son suffered from 
a sleeping disease, and an- 
other life was as an American 
Air Force pilot who became 
shellshocked after being shot 
down over Korea, and had to 
undergo shock treatment as a 
result. 


My most recent dream world 
experiences have involved a 
few clairvoyant situations and 
dimension jumping, the latter 
brought about by meditating in 
my dream. Suddenly, | will find 
myself among weird-looking hu- 
manoids explaining a new type 
of mathematics or issues | would 
need to work out in my life. 


What have you discovered 
through dream lucidity? What 
layers have opened up to you? 
Have you found information that 
was later proved valid by a 
dictionary, encyclopedia, or 
something similar? I've come to 
the conclusion that such dreams 
are laid out before us to set up 
the connection between our 
waking ego-selves and our high- 
consciousness, fo start the 
wheels turning, to make us think 
as to how such _ information 
could come into our dreams. For 
example, | once dreamed | was 
in a pub called The Devil's 
Schooner. Later | looked up 
"schooner" in the Old English 
Dictionary and found an archa- 
ic definition referring to a drink 


size, similar to a pint (a schoo 
ner of ale). How could | know 
that? Is it an attempt by my 
higher conscious to gain my 
trust, to say "look to me for an- 
swers"? Perhaps. 

Anyway, I'd love to hear some 
of your experiences, having al- 
ready read a couple (Rare Bit 
Fiends). To know other people 
have had just as bizarre (or 
more bizarre) —_ adventures 
doesn't make one's own seem so 
isolated and crazy. And | know 
there's more than meets the eye 
with the standard psychological 
answer. So please write back, 
I'd love to hear from ya'! 


Great letter, Charles, and yeah, 
your experiences ask more 
questions than they answer (but 
man, what questions!). The mul- 
tiple personality stuff seems to 
turn up in a lot of people's 
dream artifacts. In fact, I've 
heard stories from folks who 
suspected they were living par- 
allel lives in this day and age. 
Jane Roberts’ intriguing series of 
books, beginning with Seth 
Speaks, has the entity Seth, as 
channeled by Roberts, defining 
the soul as just such a multi- 
faceted structure, with each 
separate life somehow acting in 
conjunction with all the others! 
Such theories don't make much 
sense to the rational scientific 
mind, but to one who has LIVED 
such scenarios during his sleep- 
time, they perhaps point in some 
sort of direction, don't they? 
There must be networks of peo- 
ple doing similar dreamwork 
out there somewhere. Any com- 
puter heads linking up via _mo- 
dem? Small press magazines? 
APAzines? We want to hear 
from you! 


Before we all wake up and real- 
ize this is just a dream, some 
special thank yous are in order: 
to Steve Bissette, Alan 
Moore, Jim Valentino and 
all the other sixty-three stable- 
mates for helping me buy the 
time to get this project up and 
running and four issues in the 





can. To Larry Marder fora 
glimpse into the swirling nexus 
of the comics biz. And to Dave 
Sim, especially, who's no bull- 
shit enthusiasm and commitment 
to this comic has been unwaver- 
ing, and whose inspiration has 
served to inform more than a 
few of these dreams! Thanks, 
Dave! Also, to all those friends, 
family and professional ac- 
quaintances who allowed their 
names and faces to appear 
here: Hope | didn't embarrass 
you too much! 


See you in thirty! 


Roarin' Rick Veitch 
Windham Hill, VT 


DEPARTMENT OF 
SYNCHRONICITY. 


Some folks call it clairvoy- 
ance. Some precognition. 
And some swear it's merely 
coincidence, but anyone who 
keeps a record of their 
dreams soon finds themselves 
holding compelling evidence 
that their unconscious minds 
seem privy to future events! 
As a case in point you might 
want to go back and reread 
the dream about my brother, 
Mike Veitch, myself and 
George Stephanopolous in 
this issue. | had the dream in 
December of 1993 and got it 
down on paper in time to in- 
clude it in the ashcan | put to- 
gether for a few friends that 
Xmas. Then, in February of 
"94, | got a phone call from 
Mike, who was on the road 
as an opening act for Shawn 
Colvin. Mike, understandably 
was excited about playing for 
the crowds and hanging out 
with famous rock stars after 
years of struggle as an un- 
known musician. Then he 
dropped the bombshell: he 
was going to the White 
House the next day with 
Shawn, who had.been hired 
to play at George Stepha- 
nopolous' birthday party! Just 
coincidence, right? 











ZELDA CAFE 
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It's a place just around the corner 
from Madison Square Garden and 
it's called the Zelda Cafe 


























It's made from the shell of a 
streetcar a woman hijacked in 
Toronto and flew all the way 
to New York City (most times 
the guide doesn't mention that 
it's from Toronto) back in 
1920 or so. It's stuck onto 
a Curio Emporium and Bar a 
few feet from the spot where 
she landed. 










































































































































This great old guy has been 
E running the place for years. 
I went into his office and 
asked him if he wanted to 
join me and Diana for a 
drink before she had to 
leave. He was on the phone. 




















I told him the phone would still be there when he got back. He found that pretty funny. He told me he would 
; : come and join us...but I knew he wouldn't. 
He has this little stage show where he introduces people on his list. He dresses up like a ringmaster. 
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On cue, a bunch of actors dressed like 193u's news photographers 
rush up and start snapping pictures and the tourists do too. 
It really is a pretty good show for the money... 
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ladies and 


Gentlemen-- 
This here is 


Pave Sim! 
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He doesn't really know any famous people, so most of the people he introduces are people you've 

never’ heard of whose work he admires (like me) or look-a-likes of famous people. ‘Ladies and 

Gentlemen -- ORSON WELLES!' I yell, pointing to one of the look-a-likes. The owner is a bit 

peeved because it's his job to do the introductions. | feel bad about that, but I really hate 
applause. 
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The list is just this typewritten 


The look-a-like weekly flier on strangely-coloured 
is supposed to be paper. Outside, I find a pile of 
Welles as Charles Foster them. Picking up the latest one 
Kane, but his chin is a IT see that he's whited-out one of 
little too pointy. A bimbo the names and written in ‘Dave Sim 

in a sequined dress stands next and Diana Schutz' by hand at the 

to his chair. The explosion last minute. I used to be on the list 

of flash-bulbs is blinding just about every week, but, after he 

and I manage to slip away. read in Cerebus that I had stayed 


across the street from Madison Square 
Garden on the '92 Tour's New York 
stop and never even came to see 
him, he got sore and thought 
® I was 'high-hatting' him, 
Now, I was almost never on it. 
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I was prowling through the warehouse-sized Curio Emporium looking at all the great stuff when I 
found a letter on one of the shelves. ‘Dear Mr. Sim: Please don't send me no more money. The 
place don't make money anyhow. Why don't you come down and stay with me the next'. The letter 

was unfinished. There was no date on it, but it was covered by a fine layer of dust. 























I found a photo he had taken 
earlier in the visit. I'm wearing 
a black pinstripe suit and 
a fedora. Diana is wearing an 
aviator helmet and goggles 


‘It's the berries,' I 
think to myself. 

















As I'm taking a last look around, I try walking between two black elephants which have just finished 
their part of the next show and realized I better go around them instead. The guy riding one of 


— 





the elephants says, ‘Man, I 
wouldn't want to try that.' 


There's a pretty good 
line-up of people waiting 
to get into the room where 

he introduces the people 
on his list. Fifteen or 
so, anyway. 
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There's a woman lying on the loading dock, covering herself with adhesive rhinestones and glitter. 
She's wearing a flesh-coloured body stocking. 

































































A female tourist is telling this little guy how much she's enjoyed his plays. I think he's supposed 
to be Tennessee Williams but he doesn't really look a bit like him. 











I walk around to the front of the streetcar and the tour guide is telling 
people about the one ton compressed marijuana boulder that used to hang 
suspended over the entrance for years and years. I forget the details 
of the story, but some big Hollywood types had put it there in the 
thirties. Anyone who wanted to was welcome to break off a piece. 
There's a news photo from the 1940's that shows 
its 
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The police persuaded the owner to let them cut it down and carry it 
away-in the 1960's after the neighbourhood went downhill, since it 
was just ‘inviting trouble'. He resisted for a long time, but finally 
gave in. 


When they did cut it down, it rolled straight down 36th St. to the 
river and fell in. It was still down there somewhere, I guess. 









































I decided the Zelda Cafe was a swell place and I should've visited 
it a long time ago. I go into the bar looking for Diana so we can 
have a drink before her plane leaves. 





OO 1 try to remember the owner's name and can't. 
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Roarin’ Rick Veitch -- probably the most 
overworked cartoonist in the history of his 
field. At the height of his career he found a 


way to squeeze even more comics out. 


He’s Looking for People 
Who Like to Doze 


Dave Sim: Author/Artist/Self-Publisher 


DAY HUNDREDS of overworked 
men. and women who never thought 
they could find more time in their busy 
schedules are working four, six, even up 
to eight extra hours a day and sometimes 
even getting paid for it. They can all 
thank Roarin’ Rick Veitch, the desper- 
ately overburdened artist who discovered 
a way to increase his deadline production 
by 30%! 

Since he often fell asleep at the drawing 
board anyway, Roarin’ Rick reasoned that 
if he could keep his hands working while 
his mind slept, he could augment his 
output tremendously. As it went, he was 
often in a stupor, even when awake! So, 
Roarin’ Rick created a series of self- 
hypnotic phrases which he repeated over 
and over as he bashed-out a 64-pager and 
nodded off. 


RARE BIT FIENDS 

When Roarin’ Rick awoke, he was aston- 
ished to find a complete comic page 
waiting for him, one he had no conscious 
recollection of working on! Stranger still, 
these auto-illustrated artifacts seemed to 
accurately depict his most secret and 
personal dreams! With a nod to the 
revered Winsor McCay, Rick called these 
mysterious subliminal comics his ‘RARE 
BIT FIENDS’ and went on to produce 
hundreds of them, marveling at their 
strangely fascinating storylines and the 
intriguingly symbolic roles his friends 
and co-workers acted out in them. 


SOME OF THE PEOPLE ROARIN’ 
RICK HAS DREAMT ABOUT 

Sturdy Steve Bissette: Author/Artist/Self- 
Publisher of ‘TYRANT’ and perennial 
Sixty-Three wage slave, who shares 
Sweatshop Studio space and atmosphere 
with Roarin’ Rick. ‘Now I know how the 
sumbitch really feels about my various 
personality disorders!”’ 


of ‘CEREBUS’ and fellow workaholic. 
“They're telling you to self-publish, stu- 
pid.” 

Affable Al Moore: Heartless boss and 
89-year old adolescent. “I don’t care if 
you ARE asleep -- if you’re drawing 
comics, they better be OUR comics!”’ 

Jaunty John Totleben: Collaborator on 
upcoming ‘HELLHEAD’ and Sweatshop 
Stablemate. ‘Heh -- you should see MY 
dreams sometime!” 

Neil Gaiman: Author of the OTHER 
comic book about dreams. “I like the part 
where I’m Uncle Fester. I mean...it was 
lovely.” 

Cindy Veitch: Fellow dreamer and long- 
suffering spouse. ‘Alright -- who are 
these BIMBOS you've beeen dreaming 
about?” 


APLAN TO DO MORE 

‘RARE BIT FIENDS’ 

Under threat of impending litigation from 
his friends and co-workers after they saw 
themselves in ‘RARE BIT FIENDS’, 
Roarin’ Rick said: ‘‘Bzzsnork...snk. Huh? 
Oh...yeah. I bet there are people all over 
the world who might like to read some- 
thing really weird like this. Why not give 
these readers the benefit of my years 


ROARIN® RICK'S 


RAIRIE 
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chained to the drawing board -- including 
all the unconscious complexes I’ve devel- 
oped over my career?” Roarin’ Rick envi- 
sioned a new kind of ‘RARE BIT 
FIENDS’, more lavishly executed than 
his first sketchbook prototypes, distrib- 
uted to the masses, offering readers a 
direct link to the most primitive reptilian 
levels of his mind! 

Roarin’ Rick’s employer was appalled. 
He couldn’t believe the Roarin’ One had 
taken time from his overburdened dead- 
line schedule to work on such foofrah. 
But when he saw his artist;’s productivity 
tise from eleven to twelve books a month, 
even he had to agree. Roarin’ Rick had 
developed a way to spend even more time 
at the drawing board. Affable Al tried 
many methods, including hypnotism, 
drug therapy and electro-shock stimula- 
tion, to direct Roarin’ Rick’s newfound 
output away from ‘RARE BIT FIENDS’ 
and into more Sizzling Sixty-Three Spec- 
taculars, to no avail. 

After the Roarin’ One’s nervous col- 
lapse, his psychoanalyst was not surprised 
that the patient’s unconscious mind re- 
sisted such attempts to control it, citing 
studies done on the dreams of concentra- 
tion camp inmates during the court hear- 
ings. And now, armed with a judge’s 
order giving him the right to dream 
whatever he wants, Roarin’ Rick is back 
at the board, fast asleep, cranking out 
new and exciting pages of ‘RARE BIT 
FIENDS’. Look for it in 1994 from KING 
HELL PRESS! 





FAMOUS ARTISTS ROARIN’ 
RICK DREAMS ABOUT 





Marilyn Monroe 
Roy Lichtenstein 
LM. Pei 
Brigitte Bardot 
Boody Rogers 
Don Van Vliet 
Sophia Loren 
Bob Dylan 
Toulouse-Lautrec 
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